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Really
;

Men Who kneaw James Whil-
comb Riley and his work in-
timately tell something about
the great Hoosierwhoplayed
upon the heartsirings of a
nation With his songs of
common folk and manners

OWADAYS n poetlc genius doesn’t
look lke one. On the street, you
might guess him to be a business
man or a lnwyer or a prencher or
a photographer. Not slnee the
time of Hdgar Allan Poe have real
poets worn thelr hair long—as In
the ecomle pletures—or affected
the soulful expression, Nowndnys
when a mnn wenrs his halr lke
Spanish moss on n Florida onk he
is suspected of being hard up. And
If he exhibita what s supposed to
be his soul by certaln shifting and staring of his
eyes he Is pitied as one whose mental gehring
has sand In It

Bliss Carman, former edlior of the Independent
and a poet of note, wns one of James Whiteomb
Riley's clogest friends, After thté Indinna
songster's denth on July 23, Carmon told much
sabhout Riley to Mr. Joyee Kilmer of the New York
Times Magazine and Mr. Kilmer In turn told |t
to the publie.

Same 80 yoars ngo Curman was Introdieed A0
the alrendy famous Hoosler., Riley's keen bIFd-
llke eyes surveyed the tall frame of the new and
yYoung acqumintance: “Gosh, vou'rg2 a stalwart,
nin't ye?" he remarked, grinning. *1 guess your
parents must have trained you on a trellis”

Then, a8 reported by Mr. Kilmer, Carmnn went
on to say:

“The next time 1 snw Riley was in Philadelphin,
1 went to resd bhefore the Browning soclety, and
I don't mind telling you that I was senred to
death. When I got out all alone on the stage nnd
saw g thousnnd people staring up at me 1 felt
more like running nway thun doing nnything else,
But when 1 saw Riley down In the audlence,
looking at me In his quaint, triendly way, then
I felt all pight. 1 wasn't afrald to read my
poetry to Riley.

“After the reanding was over Riley tucked me
under his arm and sald: ‘Now, let's get around
to the hotel and we'll take off our shoes and
get o chew of tobaceo and be comfortable

“Youn know, such remuarks as this were nll the
more plquant because Riley wak so very pune-
tillons and sevrupwlous in all his personpl hablts,
He always was immacuolntely dressid. 1 never
knew him even to make so much of n conees.
glon to comfort ns to put on n simoking Jypabn*
or a lounge cont. But he lked to go to his room
and streteh himself on his hed sand tnlk. And
he never tnlked nbout anything but lUternture,
chlefly poetry.

“Riley had n great fund of knowledg® of
poetry and knew lots of out-of-the-war homely
verse, [He delighted particalarly In rvidiculously
bad uewspaper verse,

“Riley liked to read poetry aloud.

When | went

~ to his house of an evening, he generally was wait-

ing for me with some favorite hook,
read aloud.”

"What sort of poetry did he prefer?”

“His tnstes covered a wide runge. Two poets
to whom he wus especially devoted were Loug-
fellow and S8winburne,

“Riley llked Longfellow's directness and sim-

teady to

plicity. The things that pleased him In Swin-
‘burne’'s work were the musie and the deft crafts-
manship,

“After Riley hnd recelved his degroes from

some of the colleges, he seemed to feel that he
ought to be known as a poet, rather than as a
humorist and writer of dipleet verse,. He ried
hard to live up to the nome of poet, und wanted
bis pnonsense rhymes of his vagabondage forgot-
ten. Yet his vernncular verse, or, as he enlled it,
hig dinlect verse, was his chlef contribution to
liternture,

“"Riley was fust a poet. That was all he ever
cared to be. He was not Interested In nnything
but poetry, He knew nothing of pollties—he had
not voted for 30 years. And as for philosophy,
he had pothing but l'n.uh'!n[-% for the modern

J thinkers,

“There wan something very pathetie and charm-
ing nhout Riley's tenacity In holding the serious
poet pose, His nonsense was Just one of hls wuys
of writing which happened to prove popular;
when he got a chance to write in nnother way
how eagerly he selzed it, and how persistently he
clung to It!

“His last years were the happlest of his life,
1 think. He had his own ear and rode around
Indlanapolis and s suburbs every day, genernlly
tuking with him some friend. He was honored
and loved, und 1 think he felt that life hod been
good to him.

“Riley's futher wns a lawyer. [lls grondfather
eame to Inddana from Pennsyvivanin, His grand-
mother on hig woether's side was Pennsylvanin
Duteh. His father was Irish,

“Riley had many prejudices. He disliked Poe
very much. He digliked Poe's charneter so much
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wunted to get even with him, so0 he wrote his
imitation of Poe, and had It published In a paper
In another part of the stute with an elnborate
story ubout the discovery of the manuscript.

“Atl once It made u great sensution all over
the country. It made 8o great o sensatlon thaot
Riley wus tervified, and feared that he would be
necused of Hterary forgery. Meanwhlle the ed)-
tor of the rival paper wrote: ‘No doubt our young
friend Rlley will belittle this poem and say It is
pot the work of Poe. But it 1s Poe, and Poe's
best munner,! The sensation grew to such pro-
portions that RUléy had to confess that he had
written the poem, And then the editor of the
paper dischnrged Riley becnuse he had not pub-
Hshed it In his paper.

“Then the Indinnupolls Journal guve him a Job,
which he held Tor yenrs, He wrote reams of
pousense verse, and wrote up in verse the shops
of the merchunts who ndvertisod In the Jowroal,

“Iiley's first book wns called *The Old Swim-
min' Hole und 'Leven More Poems.” He pub-
lished It himself, It sold so well that It was soon
tuken over by s publisher. and pussed through
wmany editlons.

“Hiley's exquisite penmunship showed the care
with which he wrote. Originally he wrote o enre-
less and eather lllegible seript, but he had so
much difficuity In getting the printers to rend his
writing, and printing his dinleet verse correctly,
that he took up the study of penmanship. He
was careful always to get the dialeet of one
part of Indinoa as distinet from the dialect of
any other part.

“*Any man's charncter,” he sald, ‘Is bhest re-
membered, I suppose, by some of his babltual
gestures and expressions.” T remember Riley ns
very deliberate In his motions, especiully In his
last years. Smooth shaven, ruddy, well groomed,
he looked like a benign old Ehglish bishop more
than apything else™

Mr. Don Maorquis of the New York Sun aptly
considers Rlley and his poetry from an entirely
different angle,

“James Whitcomt Riley,” snys he, “wans the
companion of falrles In Arcady; for the Hoosler
belongs to a race apart. And while some are
enptured and broken to trude, the gentle poef
eseaped and kept alwoays the vislon of hidden
things."

With these prefatory remarks the writer goes
on with his eseny:

“There are two sorts of Indinnan—the ordinary
Indianan, who Is not so very different from the
Ohlonn or the Nlinolsan, and the Hoosler,

“The Hoosler belong not merely to a race apart,
but to a separnte specles, He Is human, but
with a difference; he is aware of the kinship
between hamanity wnd the so-ealled lower anl.
mulg (and even the plants and streams) on the
one side, and on the other side of the kinship of
bhumnniiy with the elves,

“When the moon turng the misty to stlver and
the owls wall and the frogs wnke up nlong the
ereeks and Inkes and the falries saddle and bridle
the fireflles and mount them and go whirring and
flughing o In search of alry adventures the
Hooslers steal out of the farmhousea and hnm-
leta nand creep dawn to the hottom lands and
dnnee and sing nnd eavort under the summer
starn. They do xo gecretly, dodging the mere hue
mans, for secrecy s the essence of thelr midnight,
wilinglen) revels,

JAfvthe daytime they

ank for) Indinnnns ;

nretend
their

they are  Just
ewn hrothegs nand

that he conld hardly rend Lis poetry. Of mlm‘..e here to 80!“"’ not realize that they nre Hooslers,

he must have Hked Poe's musice aund splond™
metrical offects, -
“Of course, you know the story of AESS
mous mitation of Poe? He had tnkog®)
on the stuff of an Anderson, Ind. |
editor of a rival paper kept il

'ntfinnn. us elsawhere, there Is husiness
Wa) o attend to I There must have
' Arcndy—somebody owned the flocks
rendy and  turned them (oto

. .'Mcmm fonther, and the shepherds

J¢ _ mffernnce of thelr commercial-
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minded masters. These Hooslers, these wild bards
and praneing, long-legged lovers of the moon, are
often eaptured and broken and tamed to trade
and Industry by the more sordld citizenry. They
are yoked to the handle end of the plow,
chalned to the desk; by, the hondreds and thou-
sands they become clerks und salesmen and rall-
rond presidents and novellsts and business men
of all sorts.

“Jumes Whitcomb Riley wns a Hoosler who
bappily escaped; he was never captured, never
enslaved ; the things hidden from the rest of us,
or revealed only In, flasheés, remembered but
vaguely from the days of our own happy Hoosler-
dom, he continned to see steadlly; he lived nmong
them fanfllinrly to the end, and until the end
was thelr interpreter to us,

“*Bud come here to your uncle a spell, says
Itiley In effect, ‘and 111 show you not only a falry,
but a falry who has for the moment chosen to be
Just a8 much of n Hoosler ns the Roggedy Man,
or Orphant Annle, or Old Zingry, or the folks at
Griggsby Stiatlon.'

“The eritles and the learned doctors of Mter-
ature ure already debuting as to whether Riley
had Imagination or only fancy. (It would be a
terrible calamity to some of them If they sald
It was imagination and It was officially declared
later to be merely fancy; that Is the sort of
mistake that damns a critlc and makes the sons
and grandsons of critles meek, hacked, apolo-
getie young men.) And doubtless the point I8 ex-
ceedingly lmportant, For if n poet has Imagi-
pation they say his work Is significant. And if
he has only fancy hig work I8 not significunt.

“The chief merit of Riley's dinlect verse—
which s the moest popular part of hls production
and the part with which the eritics chlefly con-
cern themselves—Is s effectiveness af a medium
for echarneter portraynl. Whimsical, lovable,
homely, rney, quaint; salty, pathetie, humoroys,
tender are his dinlect poems; essentinlly, he has
shown us lUfe ns & superlor writer of prose
skatehes might do, adding the charm of hls lyri-
clsm, :

“But, personally, we never llke him so well as
when he Is writing sheer moonlight and musie,
Probably no poet who ever wrote English—cer-
tainly no Americon poet—got more luscious lan-
guage than Riley. A sweoetness that Is not so
sugary that it cloys, having always a winy tang.
For lnstance, from *The Fiying Islands of the
Night ¢
% . In lost hours of lute and song,
When he was but a prince—I bhut a mouth
For him to lift up stppingly and drain
To his most ultimate of stammering sobs
And moudlin wanderings of blinded breath. . . .

“There Is nn better evidence of the gennine-
ness of Rlley’s sentiment, particularly In the dla-
lect poems, than the discretion with which he
touches the pathetic chord when he touches It
at all, Onpe of the most popular poems he ever
wrole was ‘Old-Fashloned Roses’” and one word
oo wuch, one pressure the leéast bit too Insistent
would have made the thing as offensive as n
viludeville ballnd, * The taste which told him to
be slmple and the sincerity which begut the
taste wuve the verses from the reproach.

“His vorses for chlldren and about children
could only have been written by a man whose
love and understanding of ehildeen was réenl, for
children are quick to detect and repudiate any-
thing of the sort thuat s ‘pumped up' for effect,
und they contributed enermously to the genera)
fevling of uffection for hlm. The regurd of the
children was In o wuy a testimonial to his per-
sisting youthfulness of spirit: he wns still thelr
pinymnteq perhnps It 18 an enrnest of lmmor-
tality, If Immortnlity can be. Certalnly love en-
dures longer than moytbing else, and this man
with the childiike sweetness In his soul guor
from us loved ax few men have been.”
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ndmitted as aothentic.

attorney, a8 he sat down,

KENYON MADE

B e et . -

Senator Kenyon stirred the st
nte to a high piteh of hunger the other
day, He was talking about ehild In-
bor. In the cowrse of his talk he
drew a pleture of a farmer's boy sit.
ting down to an oldfashioned couns
try dinner, -

The senator was contrasting the
life of the factory boy and the farm
boy. He said that while the farm boy
worked In the felds, restod at noon by
turning the grindstone, milked the
cows and so on, still he went swim-
ming and fishing, saw the clreus, and
had n prétty good time,

“T have a very distinet recollecs
tion that as a boy on n farm I had to
pltech the bundles to the threshing
machine," sald he. “I used to think
that was about the hardest work that
could possibly be done In the world,

“But when you remember the
farmer's dinner—the fried chicken and
mashed potatoes, and gravy, and corn

mouth, and the apple ple with a plece

At this point there was a general
of orders for fried chicken.
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made a ferantie pass at the back of his

thelr retrent,
broke into the rolllcking notes of *
Twice"
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Sometimen It comes In handy fot
# United SBiates Judge to have been a
moember of congress. Judge Heury I
Clayton, who I8 on the elreult boneh of
Alsbamp, not long ago was trying =
ease In which the guestion of a man's
handwriting was Involved. Under the
Alabama law It was always necessary
to prove a person's handwriting, and
the ndmission of one's writing by com
piarikon could not be taken In evlk
dence to prove the auothenticity of »
document Introfuced In evidence, The
defendant sought to galn a polnt in
his ense by Introducing a letter In the
hundwriting of one of the parties In -
volved. Judge Clayton ruled that the
writing wns admissihle,

Immedintely the lawyer on tha
other side rose nnd suggestod to Me
court that his long service in econ
gress had probably made him rusty
In the law; that handwriting could not
be proved by comparison with writing

Whereupon Judge Clayton ealmly remarked that
while he was In congress ns chnirmnn of the judiclary committes he had
possed a lnw permitting proof of handwriting by just such u method, and he
reforred the contending luwyer to the paragraph and page of the Revised
Statutes where the law could be found.

“Sometimes even n practicing lawyer gets rosty,” observed the abashed

THEM HUNGRY

on the cob, and tomatoes, and the bread and the butter that melted In your |

of cheese—and then you could go ont

and le under n tree—It wps not so bad."”

rush to the lunchroom and a chorus

Mayor Mitchel, Pollee Commis-

sloner Woods and a galaxy of other
Iuminaries that sparkle In the New
York clty administration's firmament
embarked on the pollee patrol boat
ut the Battery the other day and dis-
embarked at Fort Wadsworth, on
Staten tslond, Thelr object was to
Inspect and review the 400 New York
city poHeemen undergoing military
trofning ot that point, but the mayor
wns badly stung.
' It fell out In this manner, Thae
policemen, to do them nothing more
than Justice, drilled In a very able
und very soldievly manner.

Hovoring over the mayor's head
wns a yellow-jagket, who took o all
these proceedings with a knowing eye,

The last notes of the police vand
hnd died awany, the last stralning po-
Heeman had  recovered his  equill-
brinm; it was at that moment the
beo struck, A shock passed through

the frame of the mayor, his face contorted Into a horrifled grimace, and he

log, He was too Inte. The khaki-clnds

were already lenving the fleld, and the yellow-Jacket was gallantly covering
And even while he gronned inwardly, the police band suddenly

Never Let the Baume Bee Stlng You

And the mayor took the hint and left, too,
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ADMIRAL HERBERT QUICK

Herbert Qulck, member of the new
farm loan bhoard, looks Hke a mng-
nate, even If he Is u farmer. One day
when he went into breakfuast in
Youngs hotel ln Boston, one of the dig-
nified nnd portly pegro walters came
over and filling his glass sald: “Good
mornin', general, will you have some
eanteloup? “Yes" sald Quick, “but I
wim, not A general.”

The walter brought it and sald:
“Now, governor, will you have some
coreel?™  “Yes, some ontmeal, but 1
am not a governor."

Aguln the walter come und sald:
“Now, judge, what Is you gwine to
have for breakfast?' "Dring me some
ham and egegs,” sald Quick, “but I
am not a Judge"

A8 the mesl drew to its close the
walter sald: “Boss, does you mind
tellin® me what you I8 Quick's sense
of humor had® beon alroudy aroused
und he sald: “Why, no, 1T don't mind
telllng you I nm the admiral of the
negro, “I1 did not know Jes what yo

Mr. Quick has been many thing
Having been bors and renrad on a far
schools, It was pnot unnatural that in
of & farm Journal: but he nlso hus

mayor of Bioux City. In his spure ti
and numerons wagazine articles, and

politics as a member of the Democra

you was you was de top of the heap.”
Hiz tip was scarcely less generous than the compliment.

Swiss navy,” ‘“For de Lord" sald the
n was, but I done know dat whatever

8 besides admiral of the Bwiss navy,
m In Iowa and having sttended country
Inter lfe he should become the editor
beent n tencher, a practiving lawyer,

mansger of telephone companies, assoclute editor of o politienl weekly and

me he hns weitten o number of novels
he hus been at tmes guite active In

tie party.




